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One 


Hellbent 


Henjo walked into the studio lounge, and stopped dead. 


There was Dirk, slumped over his coffee, wearing a long face and with an almost palpable air of gloom hanging 
over his head. There was only one person on God's green earth who could make him look that miserable, and 


Henjo took a moment to mentally curse his name. 

Kai. 

They'd been on again/off again for years, through marriages and divorces and world tours, triumph and 
disaster; but every time they went from on again to off again, Dirk was the one left hurting and swearing he'd 
never do it again. And after a while (could be months, could be days - one memorable occasion on tour, it had 


been three hours), Kai would be back and with a flash of his rogueish smile Dirk would be besotted again. 


Henjo was getting fed up with it. Yes, he understood that they could never make the situation public. But that 


didn't make it right the way Kai would treat his oldest friend and most ardent supporter, and perhaps it was 
time they joined forces and put a stop to it. 


Not the relationship itself, they'd be lost without each other. Everyone knew it. Kai did as he damn well pleased 
- albeit in a happy go lucky fashion that, somehow, endeared him to everyone even as it drove them up the 
wall - but he needed to be taught a sharp lesson in how you did and did not treat people. 

Henjo sat down opposite his gloomy friend, and waited for him to speak. 

"Go away." 

He stirred his coffee. "No." 

"Please, Henjo." 


"Nope. What was it this time?" 


Dirk rubbed his hand through his hair, and slumped even lower in his seat. "Oh, the usual. We don't want this 
getting out, Dirk. I'm busy, Dirk. Dirk, you're too clingy. Dirk this, Dirk that. Fuck it. Fuck him." 


Henjo smothered the exasperated sigh before it could escape and make the situation worse. 

"OK, decision time." 

His firm tone - just a hair away from harsh - caused Dirk to look up in surprise. Usually, Henjo was all calm 
acceptance and soothing noises, supportive without being on anybody's side. In the early days he'd even been 
heard to ask Dirk what the hell he expected, as Kai was just repeating a pattern that he'd been following for 
years - so what did Dirk think was going to happen? Only a fool would expect something different. That had 
sparked several months of icy silence between them until Kai had, as expected, sweet talked Dirk back into bed. 
Which had cheered him up to where he'd spoken to Henjo again, and they'd slowly become closer friends than 
ever. 


"What do you mean?" 


Henjo sat back and eyed his friend carefully. Red eyes with bags under them you could carry shopping home in. 


Nope, not sleeping. Kai had really done a number on him this time. 
‘| mean this needs to be the last time this happens. What are you supposed to be working on this week?" 


Dirk looked guilty. "I'm supposed to be producing that new band that Kai's been working with. But it's sort of 
fallen by the wayside a bit." 


"That's what | mean," agreed Henjo quietly. "I'm not suggesting you two get married --" 


Dirk's face twisted. "Oh, hell no!" 
He laughed. "No, | guess not. But | think he needs to appreciate what he's got" 
There was a long pause, and finally Dirk sighed, and looked up at his friend. 
"Im listening." 
Henjo rattled long fingers across the tabletop, and a slow smile lit up his face. "I've got an idea..." 

aE ve 
Kai was furious. He'd gone past anger, scaled the foothills of irritation and was right on the summit of mount 
pissed There he'd been, taking a quick bathroom break at the studio and as soon as he'd zipped up-- 
Well, it had all gone a bit dark. He couldn't really remember what had happened, except that it had involved a 
bag over his head and several really hard hands pinching him in some very private places. What the fuck was 
going on? 
He was, he realised, tied to a chair. 
Tape round the wrists anchored him to the armrests, and his legs were likewise taped to the legs of the chair. 
He couldn't move, and the room was dark; although not quite pitch black, it seemed. No, on the other side of 
the window was a faint light-- 
Window? 
Fucking hell, he was still in his studio. Looking across the big mixing desk through the window, into the studio 
itself where he could see Dirk, sitting in a chair just like this one, but not tied down. He took a deep breath to 
yell, but what he saw next took all the breath from his lungs. 
Henjo emerged into the pool of dim light, walked up behind Dirk, put his hands on his shoulders. He watched the 
long, pale fingers squeeze and release, which made Dirk tilt his head back and smile up at his friend, there was 
something about his expression that made Kai feel slightly queasy. As far as he knew, he'd never used that 
expression on anyone apart from him-- 
Now Henjo's long fingers were being dragged through that astonishing fall of smooth, silky hair. 
Dirk's eyes drifted shut, and those fingers stroked up the side of his neck, traced the shape of his ears, 


through the hair and back again in a hypnotic rhythm that had Kai breathing in time with the rise and fall of 
Dirk's chest. Both men were still fully clothed, but the scene before him was as erotic as hell. What in god's 


name was happening here? 


Still standing behind the chair, Henjo slid his hands into the front of Dirk's buttoned shirt, smoothed circles on 
his chest. Still with his eyes closed, Dirk fumbled to undo the buttons to allow greater access to that slow, 
maddening caress. It was but the work of a moment to shrug the cloth from his shoulders, and then his skin 
was accessible to that steady, soft stroke. 


Kai found himself, despite his irritation, getting hard. 


Dirk now gripped the arms of the chair, head tilted back, eyes closed. Henjo's hands stroked down the side of 
his chest, over his belly - which caused Dirk to inhale sharply - then up and around the nipples, thumbs 


across the rapidly hardening peaks and a long, slow groan drawn from Dirk's throat. 


Henjo folded himself across the seated form, softness of lips brought to caress that long neck, a gentle nibble 
of teeth until Dirk squirmed. His lips parted, panting desire even as the long, calloused fingers played across his 
skin with all the dedication usually shown to playing the guitar. 


Kai was beginning to sweat. This was crazy; here he was, tied to a chair and - fucking hell, was that Henjo on 
his knees?! 


He'd shuffled between Dirk's knees, rubbed his hands along those tight thighs and locked gazes with Dirk in a 


stare too intense for smiling; the two men stared at each other, then Dirk gave a tiny, sharp nod of consent. 


In a moment his jeans were unbuttoned, and with a quick shimmy of his hips they were down and bunched 
around his ankles. Henjo leaned in, kissed the tip of the cock that stretched up toward him, a single drop of 
pearly precum gathered there to be delicately lapped off. 


"Fucking hell," whispered Kai. He hadn't known that Henjo was into this; Dirk, yes, but if he'd known about Henjo- 


A noise from the other side of the window - a choked, helpless cry - drew his attention back to the scene 
being played out before him. The curse froze in his throat, and he stared wide-eyed at the two men he 
thought he knew so well. Turned out he didn't know anything. 


Henjo was doing what appeared to be a wonderful job of going down on Dirk, if the body language was anything 
to go by. 


Head thrown back, throat pulsing as he gasped and moaned, Dirk's chest heaved as sensation ripped through 
him. Henjo pushed his head down, twitched a little as the head touched the back of his throat - and then went 
all the way down, nose buried in the hair at the base of Dirk's cock. Kai held his breath until Henjo came back 
up with a powerful suck, the head slipping from between his lips with a lewd pop, a string of saliva stretching 
from his lips to the tip of the twitching, purpled cock He bent his head, took a long, slow lick from base to tip 
as Dirk watched, then rose on his knees to kiss him. It was messy, sloppy, punctuated by gasps and little noises 


of desire; Dirk nipped his lower lip, and Kai felt the ghost of teeth on his own lips. 


He broke the kiss, urged Henjo up and lifted his hands from the arms of the chair for the first time. He 
opened Henjo's jeans with fingers that trembled, pushed his underwear aside, and leaned forward to nuzzle at 
the cock that bounced free. Henjo wound his fingers in Dirk's hair, held it aside so that he could have clear 
access to the cock he was licking, that he mumbled his lips over - and then took in his mouth, head bobbing, 
eyes blissfully closed as he worked his way down. 


Any doubt Kai might have had as to the deliberation of this act vanished when Henjo turned his head, looked 
Kai dead in the eye through the big studio window - and winked. 


Dirk slid out of the chair, hit the ground on his knees and pulled at Henjo's jeans, never stopping the steady 
slide of his mouth up and down the long cock in front of him. Henjo pulled off his shirt, threw it behind him; he 
petted Dirk's head, asked a question too quietly for Kai to hear. Dirk considered this for a second, and looked 


unsure; Henjo spoke again, and Dirk nodded once, that sharp little gesture of consent. 


Oh, now this was too much. Both of them were naked now, a blanket thrown on the floor and a bag (what the 


hell?) rummaged in, lube and condoms laid out. 


He was in Hell. Had to be. How else could this situation be explained? Although he was feeling really jealous now; 
Dirk was his, dammit, and Henjo had no right to be doing this-- 


Then he remembered how he'd been treating him lately, and the most recent row; perhaps they thought they 
were teaching him a lesson. Fuck, all they had to do was talk to him, they didn't have to rub his nose in it so 
thoroughly. He didn’t realise how much he valued that slender, delicate body against his own until he saw it 
against somebody else, and Henjo, of all people! 


He had a hardon that ached. Damn it. 


The two men in the studio were kissing now, long bodies twined together on the blanket. Henjo rubbed his cock 
against the crease of Dirk's hip, made him gasp an obscenity that had Henjo snorting laughter into his neck. He 
hooked his leg across Henjo's hip, and the pair of them kissed frantically even as they ground their cocks 
together, sounds of gasps and tiny groans making their way through the glass very well indeed. 


Now Henjo was on his back, hands behind his head, his grin directed upward at his lover. Dirk reached behind 
himself with one hand, gasped down as he began to open himself, make himself ready; he curled the nails of his 
other hand into Henjo's skin, blunt nails carding across his chest and drawing a shiver along his flesh. 


Then he tore open a condom packet and put it on Henjo - and oh, the memory of the same little set of 
movements caused Kai's abused flesh to twitch with remembered sensation - grabbed the bottle of lube, 
slicked up and sank down slowly. He wriggled as he slid along the hard cock, which brought a curse to Henjo's 
lips; he arched his back, almost bucking Dirk off with the suddenness of the movement, grabbed his hips hard 
with sharp fingers and pulled. Dirk laughed, a breathless little sound of joy, and for a moment the two men 


held position, Dirk poised above Henjo, trembling with sensation 


They began to move. Dirk arched over his lover, rose and fell, hands braced in the middle of Henjo's chest, 
eyes closed. Henjo squirmed under him, fingernails digging crescent grooves in the skin of Dirk's hips. They 
started slow, smooth, but that didn’t last; Dirk reached for his own cock but Henjo batted his hand away with 
a smile, and began to slide his fist up and down Dirk's cock in the same rhythm he was maintaining within his 


body. 


It was the sounds that were really getting to Kai now. The slap of sweaty flesh, the little gasps and groans - 
only half of which he was familiar with - words gasped out on shuddered breath as the pace got faster. They 
paused, another wordless agreement exchanged and then they turned over, which was when Kai really thought 


he was going to lose his mind. 


Henjo's back arched as he established a driving rhythm, hips powered forward fast and hard enough to beat a 
grunt out of Dirk every time he bottomed out. Dirk wrapped his legs around Henjo's back, kicked him on with 
his heels and damn, but he had to be close; those whimpers, that writhing under the hard pound of slim hips, 
balls slapping, breath in searing gusts across his throat-- 


Dirk shrieked, arched his back and drew blood from the pale skin of Henjo's back as he scrabbled through a 
mind-numbing orgasm. Henjo drove in twice more, then convulsed, a series of gasps snapped into the sweaty 


skin of Dirk's neck as he reached his own completion. 


They collapsed against each other, and Kai realised that not only was his mouth dry and his eyes sore, but 


he'd come in his pants just from the obscene floor show played out in front of him. 


The light went out in the studio, and he blinked into the darkness; now what? Were they going to leave him 


here, semen going sticky inside his jeans and no feeling in his hands? Or was something worse about to happen? 
He heard the door open, and shut his eyes with a whimper of fear. 

Henjo - smelling of sex and the particular brand of lube Dirk favoured - knelt beside the chair with a pocket 
knife, and cut the tape over one arm. His hands, Kai couldn't help but notice, were trembling. A good fuck with 


Dirk could do that, Kai knew; he'd been that way himself more times than he cared to remember. 


"Don't forget," he said softly, and tucked the knife into Kai's jeans pocket, "that if you don't want him, there's 


plenty that do. And we will never, ever discuss this again, do | make myself clear?" 
Kai nodded slowly, and Henjo pulled himself to his feet and left. Just left, walked out without another word. 


He found the knife in his pocket, and began to saw away at the remaining tape that held him to the chair. 
They'd certainly given him plenty to think about, and no mistake - he would speak to Dirk tomorrow. 


ww how 


Dirk sprawled on Herjo's big leather sofa, brain still submerged in the feel-good chemicals engendered by a 


wonderful fuck. Henjo passed him a glass of wine, and sank down next to him. 
"You OK?" 

Dirk shot a dreamy smile at the ceiling, then took a sip of his wine. 

‘More than OK. You never said anything before about being.. you know." 


Henjo shrugged. "It's nobody's business but mine. But," and he ran one long forefinger down the side of Dirk's 
face, "you were amazing. If it helps, Kai's a fucking idiot for taking you for granted” 


"Yeah, it does help. You think itll work? Or you think we'll be looking for a new job tomorrow?" 


His phone rang, and they both stared at it. Dirk let it go to answerphone before he picked it up and looked to 


see who'd called. The snort of laughter answered that question; sure enough, Kai wanted to talk. 

"You going to call him back?" 

"Yeah. Yeah, | think | will. You mind?" 

"Nah." He stood up, stretched. "I'm off for a shower. You OK with the guest room?" 

Dirk's smile was sweet. "Sure. And Henjo?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Thanks." 

"Anytime," he replied, and quietly went for his shower. He wasn't sure if what they'd done would work, but he 
knew one thing; if Kai didn't want to work things out with Dirk, then touring was going to be a whole lot more 
interesting in future. 


Hugely cheered by the thought, Henjo went to get his shower with a smile. 


vee Fin ie 


